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THIS  STORE  TRIES  TO  MERIT 
YOUR  DAILY  PATRONAGE 

WE  MEASURE  the  worth  of  our  merchandise 
by  the  standard  of  quality  and  desire  to 
maintain  and  merit  your  patronage  solely 
because  of  the  recognized  superiority  of  our  goods 
and  service.  It’s  impossible  for  the  element  of  risk  to 
enter  into  your  purchases  here,  as  there  is  a guaran- 
tee back  of  everything  we  sell  that  protects  you, — a 
standard  of  quality  to  maintain  that  insures  lasting 
satisfaction,  and  promotes  your  entire  confidence  in 
this  store. 

John  Wison  & Co. 

Department  Store,  Greenfield,  Mass. 


DONAT  E.  GINGRAS 


Wholesale  Confectionery 

21  MADISON  CIRCLE  GREENFIELD,  MASS. 


Now  featuring  the  celebrated 


“BOSCRAFT  CHOCOLATES” 

ASK  FOR  THEM  AT  THE  BETTER  STORES 


PATRONIZE  THE  ADVERTISERS 
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INSIST  ON 

Turnbull’s  Green  Mountain 
Ice  Cream 

Sold  By  All  Leading  Dealers 

The  oldest  Electrical  Store 
in  Greenfield 

RADIO  SETS,  APPLIANCES 
CONTRACTING 

COOK  ELECTRIC  CO. 

25  Federal  St.  Greenfield 

RELIABLE  GOODS 
at 

RELIABLE  PRICES 

SMITH'S  DRY  GOODS 
STORE 

Patronizing  the  Local  Merchant 

A man  walked  into  a shoe  store, 
accompanied  by  his  wife  and  ten 
children,  and  said  to  the  clerk,  “I 
want  to  get  the  whole  lot  of  them 
fitted  up  in  shoes.” 

After  about  two  hours  of  hard 
work,  the  clerk  succeeded  in  getting 
each  one  fitted,  and  was  beginning 
to  make  out  the  bill. 

“Oh,  don’t  bother  about  that,” 
said  the  man.  “I  don’t  want  to  buy 
the  shoes.  I just  want  to  get  the 
sizes  so’s  I can  order  ’em  from 
Sears,  Roebuck,  & Co.” 

KENNEDY  & 

SCHLEGEL 

Compliments  of 

Plumbing,  Tinning  and  Steam 

GREENFIELD 

Fitting 

LAUNDRY  CO. 

37  Third  Street 

BE  CONSISTENT 
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SHUMAN’S 


Hardware,  Builders’  Supplies, 
Cutlery,  Sporting  Goods 
Bird’s  Shingles  and  Roll 
Roofing 

G.  R.  S.  WASHERS 
PYREX,  ALUMINUM  WARE 
RADIO 

GULOW  BROTHERS 

TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 

MILKEY’S 

Jeweler  and  Optometrist 

TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 

Schuhle’s  Meat  Market 

Quality  and  Sanitation 
4th  ST.,  TURNERS  FALLS. 


WATCH  OUT 
FOR  THE 
NEXT  ISSUE 
OF 

NETOP 

ON  THE  WAY 


DRY  GOODS 

and 

KITCHENWARE 

COUTURE  BROS. 

Largest  Supply  of  Paints  and  Wall 
Paper  in  Franklin  County 
10c  to  $1.50  per  Roll 
Picture  Frames  Our  Specialty 

AVENUE  A,  TURNERS  FALLS 

A good  place  to  buy  a single  piece 
or  a complete  outfit  of  furniture. 

DURKEE  AND  RAY,  INC. 

FURNITURE  OF  THE 
BETTER  CLASS 
29-33  FEDERAL  STREET, 
GREENFIELD 


McCarthy,  The  Clothier 

Have  Your 

GRADUATION  SUIT 

Tailor  Made 


Ave.  A,  Third  St. 

TURNERS  FALLS 


Students  and  Friends,  Please  Patronize  Our  Advertisers. 
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GTD  believes  in  a square  deal! 

GTD  is  interested  in  everybody  on  its  payroll. 

GTD  is  a good  place  to  work. 

It  has  lan  Engineering  Club  for  men  and  boys  and  a Girls’  Club,  tennis 
courts,  benefit  association,  etc. 
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CORPOS AT  I O N 


GREENFIELD. 
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You  Take  the  Policy 
We  Take  the  Risk 

VATET  & SALMON 

Turners  Falls,  Mass. 
GENERAL  INSURANCE 
INSURE  AND  BE  SURE 


Dr.  J.  E.  DONAHUE 

DENTIST 

171  Ave.  A Telephone  138 


CARNEY’S 


CIGARS,  CIGARETTES  and  CANDY 


USE 

MONTAGUE  COFFEE 

IT  SATISFIES 

W.  E.  PORTER 

69  SECOND  ST. 

STEPHEN  DRAGO 

Cigars,  Tobacco  and 
Confectionery 

AVE.  A,  TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 

COMPLIMENTS  OF 

J.  C.  DEANE 

Paper  Hanging  and  Painting 


Avenue  A,  Turners  Falls 


MILLERS  FALLS 
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Very  Rare 

Prof,  to  student:  “Mr.  Bluff e,  tell 
us  something  of  the  occurrence  of 
calcium  carbonate  in  nature.” 

Student  (unprepared)  : “Well,  sir, 
it — it  is  very  rare — ” 

Prof:  “Very  good,  sir,  for  a guess. 
But  you  failed  to  mention  that  the 
Appalachian  mountains  are  com- 
posed quite  largely  of  this  rare  sub- 
stance.” 


RED  STAR 

DETROIT  VAPOR 

OIL  STOVE 

Uses  Oil  and  Burns  Gas 
Come  in  for  Demonstration. 

M.  Baker,  Millers  Falls 


Red  Band  Garage 

W.  S.  CASSIDY 

HUDSON  ESSEX 

Sales  and  Service 
3rd  St.,  Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

415  Federal  St.,  Greenfield 


A.  J.  NIMS,  D.  D.  S. 

DENTIST 


Office:  Bank  Block 
Turners  Falls,  Mass. 


Compliments  of 

W.  V.  GRIESBACH 


Groceries 


98  L St.  36  Federal  St. 

TURNERS  FALLS  GREENFIELD 
Courtesy  — Quality  — Service 


GRUEN  FOR  GRADUATION 
The  Gift  Beautiful 
and  Practical 


SKINNER  & FLAGG 

Jewelers  and  Optometrists 

TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 

TRY  EQUFS 
BRICK  ICE  CREAMS 

ALWAYS  ON  HAND 


CORNER  BOOK  STORE 

Headquarters  for  Sporting  Goods 


THE  ADVERTISERS  HELPED  YOU 
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DO  IT  ELECTRICALLY 

There’s  scarcely  a household  task  that  cannot  be  done 
better  by  Electricity. 

Clean,  cook,  sew,  wash  and  iron  with  Electric  Service 
and  you  will  quickly  learn  how  this  wonderful  helpmate 
will  save  you  time  for  pleasanter  things. 

TURNERS  FALLS  POWER  AND  ELECTRIC  CO. 

Turners  Falls,  Mass. 


ARTHUR  DAIGNAULT 


Groceries,  Fruits  and  Vegetables 

QUALITY  AND  SERVICE 

91  FIFTH  STREET 


HAVE  YOUR  PRESCRIPTIONS  COMPOUNDED 

AT 

THE  OPERA  HOUSE  PHARMACY 

YOU  WILL  FEEL  BETTER 


OPERA  HOUSE  THEATRE 

for 

First  Class  Entertainment 

D.  J.  SHEA,  Manager 
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WHEN  DREAMS  COME  TRUE 


It  was  mid-afternoon  in  Ceylon. 
The  tropical  sun  shone  down  without 
mercy;  the  breeze  blew  hot  over  the 
bay;  everything  was  enveloped  in 
blazing,  blinding  heat.  A certain 
cluster  of  huts  were  built  on  the 
shore,  near  Colomba,  but  these 
seemed  deserted.  Even  the  natives 
themselves  had  been  driven  indoors 
by  the  heat. 

A ship  lay  at  anchor  in  the  bay. 
Our  curious  gaze  turned  itself  to  the 
ship  for  we  noticed  that  there  was 
action  taking  place  on  board.  In 
spite  of  the  heat,  sailors  were  hurry- 
ing about,  seemingly  in  confusion, 
and  apparently  preparing  to  set  sail. 
Why,  we  wondered  idly,  was  there 
such  apparent  haste? 

A close  view  of  the  affairs  on 
board  the  ship  told  the  whole  sad 
tale.  The  dreaded  fever  had  broken 
forth  and  was  unmercifully  taking 
its  toll  both  from  the  passengers  and 
the  crew.  Our  eyes  looked  in  horror 
upon  the  suffering,  the  dying  and  the 
dead. 

In  one  berth  there  was  an  espec- 
ially sad  sight  which  met  our  gaze. 
A young  mother  was  sorrowfully 
and  painfully  writing  in  a small  book. 
On  the  bed  beside  her  lay  her  dead 
husband,  her  beautiful  three  year  old 
daughter  was  bv  her  side.  What  was 
she  writing?  We  found  it  was  her 
diary  and  from  the  last  page  of  writ- 
ing we  read  this  sad  entry:  “Dear 
little  daughter,  my  heart  is  full  of 


sorrow,  and  I can  hardly  write  this, 
my  farewell.  I cannot  leave  you, 
dear,  yet  I must.  Your  father  has 
already  left  us.  Now  the  fever  has 
come  to  me,  and  I,  too,  will  soon  be 
gone.  The  pages  that  have  come  be- 
fore will  tell  you  of  your  parents  and 
of  your  home.  I can  leave  you  noth- 
ing more.  God  bless  you,  dear,  and 
put  you  in  the  care  of  loving 
friends/’ 

During  this  time,  the  little  girl  had 
been  watching  her  mother.  She 
could  not  understand  why  her  moth- 
er, after  tying  the  diary  around  her 
child’s  neck,  grew  almost  as  still  and 
white  as  her  father. 

Soon  after  tnis  we  saw  the  child 
playing  in  a boat  which  was  tied  to 
the  ship  and  which  had  been  used  by 
the  crew  for  going  to  and  from  the 
mainland.  Before  long,  she  was  tired 
of  playing,  and  lay  down  on  the  bot- 
tom of  the  boat  and  went  to  sleep. 
The  rope  which  tied  the  boat  had  for 
long  been  frayed,  and  fate  took  this 
special  time  for  entirely  parting  it. 

Meanwhile  the  crew  had  been 
working  in  frenzied  haste  to  set  sail. 
Just  at  sun-down  the  ship’s  anchor 
was  lifted,  and  a short  time  later  the 
ship  passed  out  of  sight.  In  the  boat, 
floating  alone  on  the  water,  lay  the 
sleeping  child,  with  no  one  to  care 
for  her,  save  possibly  a native  wom- 
an. 

It  is  again  mid-afternoon  in  Cey- 
lon, fifteen  years  later.  The  same 
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picturesque  huts  are  clustered  upon 
the  shore,  the  same  sun  is  beating 
down  upon  them.  Swarthy  native 
children  are  playing,  but  it  is  not 
upon  these  our  eyes  rest.  Standing 
before  one  of  the  huts  is  a beautiful 
girl,  tall,  slender  and  graceful.  Her 
pensive  face  has  a half  sorrowful, 
half  wistful,  but  surpassingly  swe'et 
expression.  It  is  then,  on  her,  that 
our  glance  rests  with  such  interest. 
Slowly,  thoughtfully,  she  leaves  the 
cluster  of  huts  and  climbs  to  the  Sum- 
mit of  a nearby  hill.  Here  on  a rock 
she  sits  and  looks  in  a thoughtful 
mood  upon  the  scene  she  has  just 
left.  May  we  have  a glimpse  into  the 
life  and  thoughts  of  this  charming 
girl,  whose  appearance  is  so  sharply 
in  contrast  with  the  natives  whose 
home  she  shares? 

Once  again  the  girl  has  climbed  the 
hill  and  sits  upon  the  rock,  ponder- 
ing over  her  old  puzzle.  As  long  as 
she  can  remember,  she  has  lived  in 
one  of  the  huts  at  the  foot  of  the 
hill.  She  has  lived  like  the  natives, 
talked  and  dressed  like  the  natives; 
yet  she  knows  she  is  not  one  of  them. 
Her  whole  being  cries  out  against  the 
incongruity.  Far,  far  back  she  can 
remember,  no.  not  even  remember, 
sense,  a life  different  from  her  pres- 
ent life.  That  had  been  a happy  life, 
this  a life  of  vain  longings,  of  emptv 
dreams.  Only  on  the  crest  of  this 
hill  could  she  find  relief — here  her 
love  for  the  beautiful  was  satisfied. 
Here,  loking  down  on  the  beautiful 
view  of  the  bay,  and  the  huts  cluster- 
ed on  the  shore,  and  the  setting  sun, 
her  imagination  wandered  and  took 
her  on  fairy  flights  through  the 
clouds,  over  the  mountains,  ahvays 
to  some  place  of  enchanted  beauty. 
Without  knowing  it,  this  girl,  whom 
fate  had  thus  so  carelessly  tossed 
among  the  natives,  had  the  soul  of 
an  artist  and  a poet. 

No  wonder  she  puzzles!  No  won- 
der she  longs  for  the  change  that 
does  not  come!  But  of  all  the  prob- 
lems that  come  to  her,  the  greatest 
puzzle  is  around  a small  book  she  has 
found  in  the  hut  where  she  lives. 
Nowhere  has  she  been  able  to  find 
what  connection  there  is  between 
the  book  and  her  life,  but  that  this 
is  the  key  to  the  whole  puzzle,  she 
has  no  doubt. 

Many  times,  people  from  the  out- 


that  here  is  an  understanding  friend. 
She  gives  him  the  mysterious  little 
side  world  have  come  to  visit  the  lit- 
tle village,  but  for  some  reason  this 
strange  girl  can  never  bring  herself 
to  clamor  about  the  foreigners  as  the 
others  do.  Instead,  she  hides  herself, 
fearing  the  stares  and  laughter  that 
she,  of  the  white  skin,  would  cause, 
being  dressed  in  native  costume.  But 
always  at  such  a time,  her  restless- 
ness increases  and  afterwards  her 
poetic  nature  revolts  even  more  bit- 
terly against  her  lot. 

At  one  of  these  times,  a passenger 
of  the  boat,  a young  artist,  climbs  the 
hill  and  he,  too,  is  enchanted  with  the 
view.  He  brings  his  easel  and  at- 
tempts to  paint  the  landscape.  Un- 
seen by  the  artist,  the  mysterious  girl 
has  followed  him  to  the  crest  of  the 
hill.  Spellbound  she  watches  him  re- 
produce on  canvas  the  scene  she 
loves  so  dearly.  Before  her  eyes 
grow  the  palms,  in  back  of  them 
stretch  the  bay,  the  shore  with  its 
clustered  huts  and  even  the  glow  of 
the  sunset.  But  in  the  sunset  she  is 
disappointed.  The  coloring  is  too 
vivid.  She  longs  to  take  the  brushes 
and  change  the  too  rosy  glow  to  a 
pale  purple,  melting  into  the  shadows. 
Her  eagerness  can  hardly  contain  it- 
self. 

The  artist  himself  is  dissatisfied 
and  leaves  his  work  to  stroll  to  the 
other  side  of  the  hill.  Almost  with- 
out thinking,  the  fascinated  girl 
conies  from  her  hiding  place,  takes 
up  the  brushes,  mixes  the  colors  and 
paints.  All  her  sense  of  the  beauti- 
ful, that  had  for  so  long  been  strug- 
gling for  life,  expresses  itself.  The 
paints  seem  enchanted;  each  stroke 
of  the  brush  is  a fairy  stroke. 

The  artist  returns.  He  sees  the 
painting — far,  far  more  perfect  than 
anything  he  could  ever  hone  to  do — 
and  he  sees  the  girl.  In  her  joy  of 
creating  a thing  of  beautv,  she  her- 
self is  transformed  into  a living  sym- 
bol of  passionate,  wondrous  beauty. 
Strangely,  the  girl  feels  none  of  her 
old  fears  and  gives  the  stranger  a 
smile  of  welcome.  Possibly  her  great 
jov  casts  out  all  other  emotions,  but 
rather  let  us  think  that  from  the 
first  a deep  feeling  of  friendliness 
and  trust  prompted  her  actions.  She 
cannot  speak  his  language,  nor  he, 
hers.  Yet  she  knows  instinctively 
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book,  which  she  always  carries  with 
her  and,  while  he  reads  it,  she  works 
happily  with  her  paints. 

Twilight  settles  gently  over  Cey- 
lon. The  girl  still  sits  on  the  crest 
of  the  hill  and  still  dreams.  But  her 
dreams  are  not  empty  and  vague  as 
before,  but  are  filled  with  hope  and 
happiness.  She  no  longer  ponders 


over  the  past,  but  looks  hopefully 
toward  the  future. 

Nearby  sits  the  young  artist.  He, 
too,  is  silent,  he,  too,  is  thinking 
deeply,  he,  too,  feels  the  spell  of  the 
night.  What,  then,  may  his  thoughts 
be?  Possibly  he  is  planning  to  help 
make  her  dreams  come  true.  Who 
can  tell?  R.  C.,  ’25. 


HOW  THE  ROSE  GOT  ITS  FRAGRANCE 


“Oh,  Aunt  Martha!  See  the  lovely 
red  roses  I’ve  brought  you.  They 
are  so  pretty  and  fragrant,  I think,” 
cried  Mildred  as  she  came  dancing- 
up  the  steps. 

Aunt  Martha  was  not  really  Mil- 
dred’s aunt,  nor  was  she  really  the 
aunt  of  any  of  the  village  children, 
who  so  lovingly  called  her  by  that 
name.  She  was  a little  old  lady  who 
lived  by  herself  in  a little  house  at 
the  end  of  the  street.  All  her  life 
she  had  spent  in  doing  good,  and 
everybody  loved  her.  But  the  chil- 
dren loved  her  most  of  all,  for  this 
little  lady  had  a great  stock  of  sto- 
ries to  tell  her  little  friends  and  she 
never  seemed  to  tire  of  it. 

Now  she  answered  gaily,  “My  child, 
do  you  know  how  the  rose  got  its 
fragrance?  No?  Then  come,  my 
dear,  sit  here  beside  me  and  I will 
proceed  to  relate  it  to  you.” 

“Oh!  do,  I always  love  to  hear 
your  stories,”  cried  Mildred  as  she 
gleefully  took  her  place  beside  the 
old  lady. 

“Then  don’t  interrupt  and  I shall,” 
said  Aunt  Martha.  “Once  upon  a 
time  many,  many,  hundreds  of  years 
ago,  when  there  were  fairies  on  this 
earth,  the  queen  of  these  little  crea- 
tures became  lost.  She  wandered 
around  and  flew  in  all  directions, 
trying  to  find  her  way  to  fairyland. 
Then  it  started  to  rain,  and  it  grew 
very  dark,  and  the  poor  little  fairy 
could  not  see  where  to  go.  Then  she 
came  to  a garden  full  of  very  beau- 
tiful flowers.  Being  tired  and  wet, 
she  flew  to  the  lily  and  asked  her 
if  she  might  creep  into  her  heart  and 
wait  till  the  storm  passed.  The  lily, 
however,  haughtily  drew  her  petals 
together  and  replied  that  she  didn’t 


want  any  strangers  around  her.  Then 
the  poor  little  queen  flew  to  the  pop- 
py and  was  again  repulsed : then  to 
the  daffodil  and  was  the  third  time 
repulsed;  then  to  the  heliotrope  and 
then  to  the  sweet  pea,  but  at  every 
flower  she  stopped  she  was  haughtily 
told  to  go  away.  Then  she  flew 
about,  bewildered.  She  was  so  tired 
that  she  did  not  know  where  she  was 
going.  All  at  once,  she  heard  a voice 
say,  ‘Where  are  you  going,  little 
fairy?’ 

“She  looked  about  but  could  see 
no  one.  Then  she  heard  the  question 
repeated.  She  looked  about  again 
and  could  not  this  time  determine 
where  the  voice  came  from.  A third 
time  the  question  was  repeated,  and 
then  the  fairy,  looking  up,  saw  that 
it  was  the  rose  that  was  talking. 

“ ‘Oh,  rose,’  she  said,  ‘I  am  tired 
and  lost.  I have  no  place  to  stay 
till  the  storm  is  over.’ 

“And  without  being  asked,  the  rose 
said,  ‘Creep  into  my  heart,  dear  fairy. 
I will  keep  you  warm.’ 

“The  fairy  did  as  she  was  bid.  The 
next  morning  she  crept  out  and 
thanking  the  rose,  asked  her  what  she 
could  give  her  as  a reward  for  her 
kindness.  The  flower,  who  was  very 
modest,  replied  that  she  wanted 
nothing.  However,  the  fairy,  un- 
daunted, said:  ‘You  were  kind  to  a 
helpless  creature.  As  a reward  for 
your  kindness  and  generosity,  you 
shall  have  a fragrance  more  lovely 
than  any  other  flower  in  the  garden.’ 

“And  that.”  finished  Aunt  Martha, 
“is  the  story  of  how  the  rose  got  its 
fragrance.  Profit  by  this  story, 
child,  and  always  be  kind  and  you 
will  be  rewarded  accordingly.” 

H.  F.,  ’25. 
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RED-WINGED  FLAMINGOES 


One  day  Captain  Clark  was  blown 
with  his  schooner,  “Hard  Luck,”  by 
a fierce  gale  to  the  shore  of  an  un- 
charted island.  After  the  storm, 
there  was  a calm  that  prevented  the 
captain  from  setting  sail  for  home, 
so  he  decided  to  go  ashore  on  a fish- 
ing trip  while  waiting  for  the  wind 
to  come  up. 

The  captain  and  first  mate  started 
for  shore.  Along  with  him  Captain 
Clark  took  a bottle  of  home  brew 
which  the  cook  had  made  specially 
for  him.  The  cook  was  Chinese  and 
claimed  that  he  alone  held  the  recipe 
for  it. 

Arrived  on  shore,  the  captain  chope 
a spot  with  care  so  as  not  to  be  seen 
by  the  crew  on  the  ship  and  produced 
his  bottle  with  pride.  The  bottle 
passed  between  the  captain  and  the 
mate  several  times  before  it  was  re- 
turned to  the  captain’s  pocket.  Then 
setting  their  lines  in  order,  they  lean- 
ed back  comfortably  waiting  for  a 
bite. 

The  captain  had  hardly  lit  his  pipe 
when  around  a point  of  rock  came 
dancing  in  unison,  each  foot  keeping 
exact  time  with  that  of  its  neighbor, 
six  snow-white  Flamingoes  with  crim- 
son wings.  First  they  were  three 
abreast,  then  keeping  perfect  time, 
they  fell  in  by  twos. 

“Suffering  cyclones,”  yells  the 
captain,  “mate,  do  you  see  what  I 
see?” 

“I  don’t  know  what  you  see,  but 
by  the  great  hornspoon,  there’s  half 
a dozen  of  red  winged  Flamingoes,  or 
I’ve  gone  loony.” 

“Curse  that  Chink,  with  his  home- 
brew,” and  the  captain  pulled  out  the 
bottle  with  the  remains  of  the  brew 
and  heaved  it  as  far  as  he  could  into 
the  ocean. 

Now  as  the  bottle  landed  with  a 
splash,  the  Flamingoes,  as  though 
the  noise  of  the  landing  bottle  was  a 
signal,  fell  in  a circle  and  began 
dancing  ring-around-a-rosie,  with 
their  wings  spread  out,  tip  to  tip. 

This  last  performance  was  too 
much  for  the  men  and  they  took  to 
their  heels,  jumped  into  the  boat  and 
made  fast  time  in  getting  to  the 
schooner. 

Arrived  on  board,  neither  one 


dared  say  a word  about  their  expe- 
rience for  fear  of  being  made  the 
laughing  stock  of  the  crew.  The 
Chinese  cook  made  his  appearance 
with  a broad  smile  on  his  face,  ex- 
pecting to  be  congratulated  for  his 
home  brew,  but  he  was  rewarded 
with  only  a glare  from  both  which 
boded  him  no  good. 

The  wind  had  risen  during  their 
absence,  and  the  captain  ordered  full 
sail  and  headed  for  home. 

Arrived  at  their  home  port,  Hong- 
kong, the  captain  gave  his  crew  leave 
of  absence  and  the  cook  was  given 
his  pay  and  leave  of  absence  forever. 

Then  the  captain  and  first  mate 
decided  to  get  a drink  of  real  stuff, 
so  they  entered  a saloon  and  ordered 
drinks.  One  followed  another  until 
the  captain’s  tongue  began  to  loosen. 
Finally  he  beckoned  to  a young  fel- 
low who  was  sitting  at  the  next  table 
and  told  him  the  story  of  his  expe- 
rience. 

After  a while  he  got  up  and  with 
the  mate  sound  asleep  in  his  chair, 
he  returned  to  his  ship  and  went  to 
bed. 

Late  in  the  afternoon  he  was 
awakened  by  the  first  mate  who  was 
shaking  him  angrily,  and  when  he 
finally  became  possessed  of  his  full 
senses  he  was  handed  a newspaper. 
The  headline  indicated  to  him  by  the 
first  mate  proclaimed  in  big  letters, 
“The  Champion  Liar  of  Hongkong.” 

The  young  man  to  whom  he  had 
told  the  story  turned  out  to  be  a re- 
porter, and  with  a reporter’s  imagi- 
nation he  had  enlarged  upon  the 
story.  The  captain  was  so  furious 
that  he  went  immediately  to  the  po- 
lice to  demand  the  arrest  of  the  re- 
porter. 

The  police  sergeant,  who  had  read 
the  story,  and  with  the  furious  ac- 
tions of  Captain  Clark  dancing  up 
and  down  before  his  desk,  decided  to 
lock  him  up  and  have  him  examined 
by  a doctor. 

In  his  cell  the  captain  sobered  up 
and  cursed  himself  for  a fool  and  re- 
fused to  talk  with  the  jailers  who 
were  continually  kidding  him  about 
his  red-winged  Flamingoes. 

Shortly  after  a man  appeared  be- 
fore his  cell  door  and  asked  him  if 
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he  was  Captain  Clark,  to  which  he 
replied  that  he  was,  but  that  it  was 
none  of  his  business. 

The  man  asked  him  eagerly  to  tell 
him  the  story  of  the  red-winged 
Flamingoes  and  said  that  he  believed 
him.  The  captain,  suspicious  of  be- 
ing made  fun  of,  told  him  to  go  to 
grass. 

But  the  man  protested  that  he  was 
sincere,  and  that  he  himself  owned 
six  such  birds  a short  time  ago.  Then 
he  told  him  that  he  was  the  manager 
of  a circus,  and  that  while  on  his  way 
to  Hongkong,  the  door  of  the  cage  in 
which  his  trained  Flamingoes  were 
kept,  became  unfastened  and  that 
the  birds  flew  away. 


He  offered  Captain  Clark  five 
hundred  dollars  and  his  bail  if  he 
would  lead  him  to  the  spot  where  he 
had  seen  the  birds. 

The  bargain  was  made  and  the 
manager  of  the  circus  recaptured  his 
birds.  He  explained  that  the  wings 
of  the  birds  were  dyed  that  color  by 
him  to  attract  the  interest  of  the 
people,  that  was  how  it  happened 
that  the  captain  and  mate  had  seen 
such  strange  creatures.  The  char- 
acter of  the  captain  was  vindicated 
with  the  exhibition  of  the  birds  on 
his  return.  He  was  satisfied  and  the 
cook  eventually  got  his  job  back. 

A.  D.,  ’25. 


THE  TIDES 


Diana,  the  goddess  of  the  chase 
and  of  the  moon,  was  the  sister  of 
Apollo,  the  sun-god.  They  were  born 
on  the  isle  of  Delos,  which  Neptune 
caused  to  rise  up  out  of  the  sea  to 
save  their  mother.  Neptune  now  de- 
manded that  the  children  of  Satona 
should  make  some  recompense.  His 
just  demand  was  of  Apollo.  This 
god  was  accustomed  to  leave  his 
chariot  and  horses  in  the  care  of 
Neptune  during  the  night.  In  return 
for  this  and  also  for  the  service  ren- 
dered his  mother,  Neptune  desired 
that  Apollo  should  drive  only  over 
the  sea,  lighting  this  alone  and  leav- 
ing the  earth  in  darkness.  To  this 
Apollo  assented,  and  accordingly  the 
sun  only  shone  on  the  ocean,  leaving 
the  land,  and  with  it,  Mount  Olym- 
pus, in  darkness. 

This  made  Jupiter  very  angry,  and 
he  called  upon  his  other  brother, 
Pluto,  to  help  him.  The  ruler  of 
Hades  refused,  since  he  got  no  light 
from  the  sun  in  his  realm.  Jupiter, 
therefore,  had  to  act  alone.  As  Ap- 
ollo set  forth  in  his  chariot,  he  threw 
a thunder  bolt  at  him.  Apollo  was 
hurled  from  the  car  of  the  sun,  which 
fell  into  the  sea.  This  accident 
caused  much  damage,  heating  the 
water  so  greatly  that  many  of  the 
creatures  in  it  were  killed,  and  sev- 
eral ships  were  burned  by  the  waves. 

This  enraged  Neptune,  but  since 
he  could  not  have  his  way  with 
Apollo,  who  thereafter  lighted  the 


earth  and  sea  alike,  he  determined 
that  he  would  do  what  he  pleased 
with  Diana.  Jupiter  would  not  harm 
her,  as  she  was  a woman,  so  he  or- 
dered that  she  drive  her  horses  over 
the  sea  only.  This  displeased  Diana, 
for  she  was  unable  to  hunt  in  the 
woods  on  the  land  at  night.  Conse- 
quently, while  riding  over  the  waves, 
she  shot  her  arrows  at  some  of  the 
larger  sea-animals.  One  of  these  was 
an  especial  pet  of  Neptune’s  and 
when  she  killed  it,  he  was  very  fu- 
rious. To  avert  another  such  happen- 
ing, he  began  to  accompany  her  in 
her  chariot  to  see  that  she  did  no 
other  damage. 

However  the  horses  refused  to 
draw  both  of  them  and  later  a coun- 
cil of  the  gods  decided  that  Neptune 
could  not  monopolize  Diana’s  ser- 
vices. 

Accordingly,  she  was  allowed  to 
return  to  her  old  ways.  Still  she 
continued  to  kill  the  sea-animals 
when  no  one  was  looking.  To  stop 
this,  Neptune  nightly  sends  some  of 
the  lesser  sea-gods  along  to  follow 
the  chariot  of  the  moon,  and  watch 
Diana.  As  these  gods  sweep  along 
through  the  water  in  swift  pursuit  of 
the  moon  goddess,  they  carry  the 
sea  along  with  them  in  a great  wave 
which  sweeps  up  on  the  shores  of  all 
the  land,  and  then  recedes  as  they 
pass,  thus  causing  the  ebb  and  flood- 
tides. 

P.  J.,  ’24. 
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MY  KNOWLEDGE  QUEST. 


We  were  about  to  study  the  play, 
“Julius  Caesar,”  and  were  asked  to 
find  out  all  we  could  about  him. 
“What  do  I care  about  him?  He 
has  been  dead  these  two  thousand 
years.”  Such  were  my  thoughts 
as  I entered  room  two.  Nothing 
could  be  found  among  the  blank 
books  of  the  sophomore  bookkeeping 
class.  I suppose  they  do  not  have 
to  know  about  him  to  keep  books. 
Rather  disappointed  to  think  they  did 
not  have  to,  I stepped  into  room  One. 
On  a chart  in  one  corner,  I noticed 
the  name  Caesar,  but  being  unable  to 
read  Latin,  this  was  no  use,  what- 
ever, to  me. 

Climbing  up  to  the  third  floor,  I 
thought,  “In  room  Fifteen  is  the  place 
to  find  all  about  him,  for  he  is  men- 
tioned a great  deal  by  the  Latin 
students.”  I looked  all  over  for  a 


Latin  text  book  but  none  could  be 
found.  It  appeared  to  me  as  though 
they  had  known  I was  coming,  so 
they  ran  out  of  the  open  window. 

It  did  not  take  me  long  to  find  out 
that  there  was  nothing  in  the  chem- 
ical and  physics  laboratories.  I knew 
there  was  nothing  about  him  in  the 
cooking  room,  because  all  the  time  I 
had  spent  in  cleaning  the  cupboards 
and  washing  and  wiping  the  dishes 
never  had  I found  anything  about 
him. 

I looked  in  vain  in  rooms  Four  and 
Five,  and  in  despair  entered  room  Six. 
In  the  encyclopedia  I found  six  pages 
about  him.  After  a long  time  of  tire- 
some work  it  was  copied.  I will  ad- 
mit that  I had  it  on  paper  but  if  the 
paper  was  lost  I would  know  very 
little  about  Caesar. 

A.  R.,  ’26. 


ON  QUARRELING 


It  is  quite  improbable  that  anyone 
would  quarrel  with  himself.  You 
might  scold  yourself,  and  reprimand 
yourself,  but  you  cannot  quarrel 
alone.  When  there  are  two  persons 
together,  however,  they  usually  find 
it  very  easy  to  quarrel  over  most  un- 
important matters. 

In  speaking  of  quarrels,  we  find 
all  kinds  of  them,  all  of  which  are 
dependent  uoon  the  persons  who  are 
quarreling.  We  find  many  people 
who  are  not  serious  and  who  engage 
in  this  pastime  because  they  rather 
enjoy  it.  Then  we  find  those  people 
who  quarrel  seriously,  but  who  are 
broad-minded  enough  to  see  the  oth- 
er’s point  of  view.  It  is  not  these 
people  who  suffer  the  ill  effects  of 
quarreling.  Lastly,  we  find  those  who 
quarrel  over  some  matter  at  hand, 
but  who  really  never  mean  to  give 
in. 

These  quarrels,  which  might  easily 
be  brought  to  an  end,  are  often  the 
result  of  the  breaking  of  a friend- 
ship which  was  at  one  time  most  in- 
timate. You  have  quarreled,  but  you 
are  positive  that  your  views  are  right 


and  you  cannot  change  them.  So  is 
the  other  person  positive,  beyond  all 
doubt,  that  he  is  right.  What  must 
then  in  all  probability,  happen?  The 
most  natural  thing  is  that  you  should 
remain  apart. 

Mary  will  say,  “I  like  Jean,  but  we 
have  quarreled  and  I absolutely  know 
that  I’m  right,  so  how  can  I apolo- 
gize or  give  in?” 

Jean  will  say  something  to  the 
same  effect.  Both  girls  like  each 
other,  but.  each  holds  a different 
opinion,  which  is  according  to  her,  the 
one  and  only  just  one.  They  have 
quarreled  and  as  a result  their 
friendship  is  strained  almost  to  the 
breaking  point. 

Finally,  one  of  the  girls  decides 
that  she  likes  the  other  so  well  that 
the  quarrel  is  of  minor  importance. 
She  apologizes  and  the  girls  become 
steadfast  friends.  It  took  both  the 
girls  to  make  the  quarrel,  but  one 
was  enough  to  break  it,  showing  us 
that  nothing  is  any  truer  than  the  old 
Spanish  proverb, 

“Two  it  takes  to  make  a quarrel, 
One  can  always  end  it.” 

A.  C.,  ’24. 
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The  above  chart  answers  this  ques- 
tion quite  definitely.  We  may  see 
here  the  relative  earnings  of  a boy 
who  leaves  school  at  14  and  one  who 
leaves  at  18  with  a high  school  train- 
ing. The  former  gets  a head  start, 
so  to  speak,  but  in  that  extra  four 
years  he  earns  only  about  $2,000. 
The  high  school  graduate  has  mean- 
while obtained  for  himself  the  train- 
ing by  which  he  soon  overtakes  the 
other  and  goes  far  beyond  him.  At 
the  age  of  60  he  has  earned  almost 
twice  what  the  untrained  man  has 
earned,  and  is  still  capable  of  self- 
support,  while  60  per  cent  of  the  un- 
trained men  are  dependent  on  others 
at  this  age.  This  means  that  every 
hour  spent  in  high  school  is  worth 
eight  or  nine  dollars.  In  the  first 
four  years  an  untrained  person  has 
saved  about  four  hundred  dollars  at 
most,  although  many  do  not.  This 
means  an  income  of  about  sixteen  or 
twenty  dollars  per  year  to  compen- 
sate for  not  having  a high  school  ed- 
ucation. 

There  are  other  considerations,  as 
well.  A non-graduate  cannot  go  to 
a law  school,  medical  school,  dental 
school,  Army  or  Navy  Aviation  school 
or  get  a position  with  a future  in  any 


bank  or  office.  Fifty  different  lines 
for  mechanics  are  closed  to  him,  ac- 
cording to  the  United  States  Bureau 
of  Labor.  This  is  largely  because  he 
must  learn  only  by  experience,  while 
a high  school  graduate  has  experience 
and  a training  which  enables  him  to 
use  that  experience  to  the  best  ad- 
vantage. 

A high  school  education  brings 
other  things  beside  money.  It  gives 
a broader  range  in  every  way,  more 
room  in  which  to  move.  A graduate 
can  talk  and  think  much  better  and 
become  a better  citizen.  Only  ten 
per  cent  of  the  whole  population 
have  graduated  from  high  school,  but 
eighty  per  cent  of  the  leaders  in 
America  came  from  this  class. 

A graduate  of  high  school  learns 
to  learn.  He  has  learned  sufficient 
to  enable  him  to  learn  much  more. 
He  has  the  tools  with  which  to  work, 
while  a non-graduate  has  not  the 
ability  or  information  to  make  it  pos- 
sible for  him  to  set  out  right.  In  an 
emergency  he  has  not  sufficient 
range  so  that  he  may  turn  his  hand 
to  anything  else.  A high  school 
graduate  does  not  know  everything, 
but  he  knows  how  to  go  about  a task 
and  he  can  learn  as  he  goes  along. 
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The  other  has  nothing  to  begin  with 
and  is  lost  at  the  start. 

High  school  graduation  is  insur- 
ance and  protection  against  the  un- 
fortunately large  number  of  schem- 
ers. A certain  man  in  Boston  in 
1920  robbed  ignorant  people  of  mil- 
lions by  promising  large  returns  on 
their  investment.  If  high  school 
graduates  invested  in  this,  it  was  not 
because  they  believed  in  it,  but  be- 
cause they  hoped  they  might  gain 
something  and  withdraw  before  the 
crash  came.  Non-graduates  are  less 
likely  to  see  the  absurdity  of  such  a 
scheme. 


High  school  makes  it  possible  to 
appreciate  things  better.  A non- 
graduate, although  he  may  become 
rich,  cannot  enjoy  his  money  as  well. 
A man  who  has  bought  a rare  paint- 
ing got  less  pleasure  from  it,  because 
he  could  not  appreciate  it,  than  did 
a visitor  who  had  studied  art  and  who 
only  saw  the  picture  a short  time.  In 
short,  a high  school  education  starts 
one  on  the  road  to  greater  things  in 
every  way  and  while  much  depends 
on  the  individual  himself,  he  can  al- 
ways go  farther  with  that  extra 
training. 

P.  J.,  ’24. 


A TROPICAL  ADVENTURE 


We  were  slowly  and  lazily  paddling 
our  boats  down  one  of  the  minor  riv- 
ers on  the  east  coast  of  the  Island 
of  Java.  The  day  was  exceedingly 
hot  and  made  niy  companion  and 
myself  feel  lazy.  Even  our  guides 
and  servants,  who  were  natives  of 
this  tropical  climate,  did  not  seem  to 
relish  the  heat  as  they  showed  by 
their  melancholy  lifting  and  dipping 
of  the  paddles  into  the  water.  Not 
only  they,  but  even  the  dense,  tangled 
vegetation  on  the  banks  of  the  river 
seemed  to  hang  listlessly  as  if  caring 
neither  whether  it  lived  or  died.  Not 
a leaf  quivered,  nor  a breeze  stirred 
and  the  water  stood  motionless  doing 
nothing  except  reflecting  in  its  bos- 
om this  world  of  peace  and  laziness. 
All  was  silence  for  we  did  not  care 
to  exert  our  minds  with  thought  or 
talk.  Only  the  regular  splash  of  the 
paddles  could  be  heard  and  the  occa- 
sional echo  of  the  bellowing  of  water 
buffaloes  that  were  probably  wallow- 
ing in  some  muddy,  shady  hole. 

Before  long  we  knew  that  we  were 
nearing  a village,  for  there  could  be 
heard  the  shouts  of  children  who  were 
perhaps  also  enjoying  the  coolness  of 
the  still  water.  As  we  turned  the 
corner  a cluster  of  thatched  roofs 
became  visible  through  the  thick  trop- 
ical growth.  Farther  down  we  saw 
a group  of  brown,  naked  children 
splashing  in  the  water.  They  seemed 
to  be  the  only  ones  who  were  dis- 
turbing nature’s  peace. 

At  that  moment  a shriek,  splash 
and  roar  became  audible,  all  at  the 


same  time,  and  I saw  a great  yellow- 
ish beast  pounce  out  of  the  thicket 
into  the  group  of  children  far  down 
the  river.  Almost  instantly  it  leaped 
out  of  sight  again.  We  were  really 
frightened  for  we  felt  our  boats 
standing  still,  but  as  soon  as  we  came 
to  our  senses  we  hurried  down  to  the 
tragic  scene.  The  people  of  the  vil- 
lage were  now  all  running  to  the  riv- 
er banks  and  shouts  of,  “Tiger,  tiger, 
the  man-eater,”  could  be  heard. 
Upon  investigation  it  was  discovered 
that  no  child  was  missing  and  that 
at  least  for  once  the  ferocious  beast 
had  had  a poor  aim.  However,  this  did 
not  seem  to  give  the  natives  any 
peace  for  they  knew  that  the  animal 
would  make  another  attempt  before 
long.  They  seemed  very  glad  to  see 
white  men  and  asked  us  to  remain 
in  their  village  over  night  and  help; 
them  rid  the  vicinity  of  the  beast  the 
next  day.  They  knew  its  place  of 
abode  for  it  had  already  taken  some 
of  their  children,  but,  as  they  had  no 
firearms,  they  were  helpless. 

As  we  were  well  supplied  with 
these  we  decided  to  yield  to  the  en- 
treaties of  these  people  and  put  up 
for  the  night  in  their  chief’s  shack. 
Early  the  next  morning  after  break- 
fasting on  cocoanut  milk  and  rice, 
we  set  out  with  a large  number  of 
the  natives  to  the  man-eater’s  abode. 
It  was  considerably  cooler  in  the 
morning  and  together  with  the  ex- 
citement we  felt  hungry  for  revenge. 
Henderson  and  I armed  ourselves 
with  six  revolvers,  while  the  natives 
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all  carried  bows  and  arrows  and 
spears. 

After  walking  for  at  least  an  hour, 
we  came  to  a great  cliff  of  rock  in 
the  side  of  which  there  seemed  to  be 
an  enormous  cave.  Everyone  was  si- 
lent and  we  walked  stealthily  for  we 
were  previously  informed  that  if  the 
beast  had  had  a good  supper  the  night 
before  he  would  still  be  asleep. 

As  we  silently  neared  the  cave 
from  the  side  a streak  of  yellow  be- 
came visible.  “He  is  there,”  whis- 
pered our  leader  and  motioning  the 
band  to  quickly  turn  to  the  front 
side  he  uttered  the  word,  “Shoot.” 
We  did  shoot  from  two  revolvers 


each,  while  the  natives  poured  a vol- 
ley of  arrows  and  spears  at  the  cave 
opening.  At  that  instant  a terrific 
roar  was  heard,  a yellow  and  black 
form  reeled  out  of  the  cave  and  fell 
upon  the  gray  rocks. 

We  stood  still  and  watched  while 
the  natives  shouted  with  joy  as  they 
rushed  up  to  their  victim.  I felt 
sorry  that  the  peace  of  yesterday 
should  end  in  this  battle  of  today, 
but  I felt  happy,  for  the  natives  would 
be  safe.  I was  convinced,  however, 
that  we  never  know  what  foe  is  lurk- 
ing behind  all  peace — mind’s  peace, 
country’s  peace,  or  nature’s  peace. 

M.  P.,  ’25. 


TASTING  THEIR  OWN  MEDICINE 


Jerry  McDonagh  was  a freshman  at 
London  University,  London.  He  was 
a husky,  Irish  lad,  born  on  a farm  in 
Ireland.  This  was  his  third  day  away 
from  home,  and  late  that  night,  after 
he  had  crept  into  bed,  he  heard  a 
faint  noise  coming  along  the  corri- 
dor. His  door  opened,  and  three 
forms  silently  glided  into  the  room, 
seized  Jerry  and  despite  his  strug- 
gles, bore  him  out  of  the  building. 
At  the  end  of  a walk  they  were 
joined  by  many  more  figures,  and 
Jerry  recognized  all  these  to  be 
sophomores. 

“And  now  for  the  ducking,”  cried 
one  of  them. 

Jerry  was  then  led  down  several 
streets  and  soon  they  came  to  their 
appointed  place,  London  Bridge. 
Jerry  -\yas  lifted  aloft  by  several  of 
the  bovs  and  thrown  into  the  waters 
beneath.  B-r-r-r.  The  water  was 
not  very  cold,  but  on  such  sudden 
contact  with  his  body,  it  felt  very  un- 
pleasant. 

“Good-bye,  Freshie.”  called  a 
sophomore.  “When  you’re  tired, 
swim  back  and  we’ll  be  ready  for  you 

ag"  in,” 

Unknown  to  the  others,  Jerry  was 
a very  good  swimmer,  practically 
having  lived  in  the  water  all  his  life, 
as  there  was  a large  pond  near  his 
home.  So  now  he  determined  to  out- 
wit those  sophomores  standing  on 
the  bridge,  and  give  them  a taste  of 
their  own  hazing.  He  swam  with 
long  steady  strokes,  making  rapid 


progress,  but  under  the  water.  At 
one  time  he  shot  his  head  above 
the  surface  for  breath  so  auickly  that 
no  one  saw  him.  After  what  seemed 
hours  to  him,  he  reached  the  other 
side  of  the  river  and  somehow  man- 
aged to  climb  up  at  that  end  of  the 
bridge,  cautiously  keeping  within  the 
shadow  of  the  arch.  Seeing  no  one 
had  observed  him,  he  crept  away  and 
soon  reached  his  room  at  the  dormi- 
tory. 

Meanwhile,  the  sophomores  on  the 
bridge  were  badly  frightened.  Not 
once  had  they  seen  Jerry’s  head  after 
thev  had  thrown  him  into  the  water. 

‘Maybe  he  can’t  swim,”  suggested 
one.  “We  should  have  asked  him 
first.” 

“I’m  going  in,  too,”  another  de- 
clared, taking  off  his  shoes.  “Some- 
thing must  be  the  matter.” 

Everything  was  done,  but  to  no 
avail.  Jerry  could  not  be  found. 
Finally  they  all  trooped  sorrowfully 
back  to  the  college.  In  the  hopes  of 
seeing  they  knew  not  what,  they  went 
up  to  Jerry’s  room,  onened  the  door 
and  entered.  There  lay  Jerry,  fast 
asleep! 

R.  L.  K..  ’25. 


Just  Be  Patient 

Victim:  “Hey,  that  wasn’t  the 
tooth  I wanted  pulled.” 

D.  D.  S. : “Calm  yourself.  I’m  com- 
ing to  it.” — Punch  Bowl. 


First  of  all  Netop  wishes  to  extend 
a hearty  welcome  to  Miss  Kevlin  and 
we  hope  she  will  enjoy  her  work  here 
in  Turners  Falls  High  School. 

We  are  now  launching  out  on  the 
baseball  season.  What  will  we  do 
this  season,  win  or. lose?  This  ques- 
tion is  entirely  up  to  the  student 
body.  T.  F.  H.  S.  has  good  material, 
and  there  is  no  reason  why  she  can- 
not turn  out  a team  of  which  we  are 
all  proud.  Our  teams  have  done 
well  in  the  past  few  years,  still,  how 
much  better  they  might  have  done  if 
only  the  student  body  had  turned 
out  in  full  force  and  supported  them. 
How  much  courage  do  you  suppose  a 
row  of  empty  bleachers  puts  into  a 
team?  No  team  fairly  delights  in 
putting  in  an  afternoon  of  strenuous 
work  just  for  the  exercise  that  there 
is  in  it.  What  a winning  team  needs 
is  a good  big  crowd  of  supporters. 
Do  not  make  the  mistake  of  waiting 
until  your  team  is  winning  before 
you  support  it.  Get  behind  it  now 
and  then  watch  it  climb.  It  is  our 
school’s  honor  which  our  teams  are 


striving  to  maintain  for  us.  If  we 
are  not  interested  in  what  they  are 
doing,  how  can  they  have  the  heart 
to  do  their  best?  T.  F.  H.  S.  used 
to  have  a cheering  section.  Most  of 
us  nowadays  do  not  know  what  a 
cheering  section  is.  Come  on  then, 
let  us  develop  one  of  which  we  can 
be  proud,  and  whenever  our  baseball 
team  plays,  let  us  all  be  there  with 
the  goods.  We  all  cannot  play  base- 
ball, but  we  can  at  least  do  this  much 
to  help  our  team  win. 

Seniors,  graduation  time  is  com- 
ing soon,  and  between  now  and  Com- 
mencement we  must  do  some  real 
work,  if  we  wish  to  have  our  exer- 
cises go  through  with  flying  colors. 
Now,  this  is  what  we  are  driving  at. 
We  want  the  aid  of  each  and  every 
one  of  you  in  making  our  last  issue 
of  “Netop”  the  best  ever.  Remem- 
ber that  the  Commencement  number 
is  your  number,  the  last  memento  -of 
your  school  days  in  T.  F.  H.  S.,  so 
please  help  in  every  way  possible  to 
make  the  Commencement  issue  of  the 
Class  of  1924  a worthy  souvenir  of 
your  graduation. 


He  Almost  Gave  Up 

Major:  “Haven’t  you  been  here 
long  enough  to  know  how  to  stand  at 
attention?” 

Fresh  Frosh  (attired  in  uniform 
twice  his  size)  : “I  am  standing  at  at- 
tention, sir.  It’s  only  my  uniform 
that’s  at  ease.” — Mugwump. 


Two  Sources 

“Where  is  the  island  of  Cuba?” 
asked  the  teacher  of  a rather  small, 
forlorn  looking  boy. 

“I  dunno,  sir.” 

“Don’t  you  know  where  your  sugar 
comes  from?” 

“Yes,  sir;  we  borrow  it  from  next 
door.” 


EXCHANGES 


“The  Dial”,  Brattleboro  High 
School,  Brattleboro,  Vt. — Your 
Christmas  number  was  ideal  and 
your  stories  so  original. 

“The  Exponent”,  Greenfield  High 
School,  Greenfield,  Mass. — An  ex- 
cellent paper  with  plenty  of  spice. 

Comments  On  Us 

“Yours  is  a dandy  little  paper  and 
certainly  lives  up  to  the  standard.” 
— Aquilo,  Ricker  Classical  Institute, 
Houlton,  Me. 

“Your  paper  would  look  better  if 
you  arranged  your  editorials  first 
and  then  the  Literary  Department. 
We  envy  you  your  Exchanges  but 


why  not  comment  on  about  twenty 
each  time?” — The  Argus,  Gardner 
High  School,  Gardner,  Mass. 

“We  liked  your  ‘Ginger  Snaps’  ” — 
Passamaquoddy  Oracle,  Shead  Mem- 
orial High  School,  Eastport,  Me. 

“We  like  your  cover  design  and 
your  athletic  department  is  excep- 
tionally fine.  We  note  the  absence 
of  an  exchange  column.” — Radiator, 
Somerville  High  School.  Somerville, 
Mass. 

“Your  issue  was  well  arranged,  but 
we  would  suggest  a larger  number  of 
short  stories”. — The  Shuttle,  High 
School  of  Practical  Arts,  Boston, 
Mass. 


THE  NECESSITY  OF  FOREST  CONSERVATION 


A short  time  ago  an  illustrated 
lecture  was  given  here  relative  to 
forest  conservation.  This  was  given 
by  an  agent  of  the  Massachusetts 
Forestry  Bureau  which  is  making 
great  efforts  at  reforesting  the  barren 
lands  of  this  state. 

Conservation  of  forests  is  abso- 
lutely necessary  to  the  welfare  of 
any  nation.  During  the  spring,  when 
the  mountain  snows  are  melting,  the 
roots  of  the  trees  hold  great  quanti- 
ties of  water.  This  prevents  the 
washing  away  of  large  spaces  of 
earth.  It  is  believed  that  the  great 
floods  of  China  are  due  partly  to  the 
wholesale  cutting  away  of  their  for- 
ests. Besides  all  this,  our  trees 
beautjfy  the  hills  and  mountains  of 
the  country.  Therefore,  it  can  be 
seen  that  our  forests  must  be  kept  if 
this  country  is  to  rank  among  the 
greatest  in  the  world. 


Reforestation  is  also  necessary  for 
beautiful  forests.  Every  year  large 
forest  fires  sweep  away  many  of  our 
most  magnificent  forest-lands.  This 
is  usually  due  to  carelessness  on  the 
part  of  campers,  hunters,  etc.  The 
glowing  end  of  a cigarette  can  start 
a fire  which  will  sweep  away  thous- 
ands of  feet  of  timber.  Here  is 
another  fault  to  find  with  the  cig- 
arette habit.  Along  with  the  fires, 
insect  blights  are  killing  our  trees. 
A few  years  ago  practically  all  of 
our  chestnut  trees  were  killed  by  a 
blight  brought,  from  a foreign  coun- 
try. These  trees  are  yet  to  be  re- 
placed. Large  storms  also  kill  a ma- 
jority of  our  trees. 

From  these  facts  it  can  be  seen 
that  every  community  should  have 
town  forests.  Several  of  our  busy 
towns  have  set  aside  land  for  these 
forests  which  in  time  will  pay  the 
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community  over  and  over  again.  The 
State  Agricultural  College  at  Am- 
herst sets  out  small  trees  every  year 
on  their  grounds.  If  every  town 
and  city  in  the  state  would  make 
community  forests  there  would 
no  longer  be  the  cry  over  our 


lost  timber-lands.  If  a law  was  pass- 
ed, forcing  towns  to  raise  forests,  it 
would  certainly  be  one  of  the  finest 
laws  ever  made.  Let  us  have  con- 
servation and  reforestation  work  in 
our  country! 

M.  L.,  ’27. 


TYPEWRITING  AWARDS 


The  awards  given  to  the  students 
of  the  typewriting  classes  for  the 
months  of  December  and  January 
were  as  follows: 

The  L.  C.  Smith  Certificate 
Ursula  Dorsey 
Doris  White 
Gertrude  Hosley 
The  L.  C.  Smith  Silver  Pin 
Catherine  Schab 

The  Royal  Certificate 
Margaret  McCarthy 
The  Remington  Card  Case 
Mildred  Reen 
Arleen  Brown 
Dorothea  Koch 
Gertrude  Hosley 
Kathryn  Horrigan 
Marion  Royer 
Ethel  Blassberg 
Dorothy  White 


Esther  Reum 
Ellen  Pervere 

The  L.  C.  Smith  Bronze  Pin 

Gertrude  Hosley 
Arleen  Payne 
Margaret  McCarthy 
Dorothy  White 
Ellen  Pervere 

The  Remington  Certificate 

Mary  Hughes 
Ruth  Zeigler 
Rose  Crainson 

The  Remington  Gold  Medal 

Ethel  Blassberg 
Clara  Sauter 

The  Underwood  Certificate 

Jennie  Siteman 
Theresa  Dessureault 

The  Underwood  Bronze  Medal 

Jennie  Siteman 
Arleen  Payne 


ODE  TO  A BOOK 

Dear  book,  when  I was  lonesome 
yesterday, 

You  came  and  helped  to  pass  away 

The  time  which  seemed  like  years  to 
me, 

When  there  was  no  one  for  company. 

You  told  me  stories  of  warriors  bold, 

And  how  the  children  withstood  the 
cold, 

How  knights  rode  far  to  save  the 
cross, 

And  how  each  took  his  gain  or  loss. 

You  made  me  happy  when  I was  sad, 

You  tried  and  even  made  me  glad 

That  I was  here,  and  made  me  look 

Forward  to  a cozy  fire  and  ingle 
nook. 

J.  B.,  ’25. 


ARRIVAL  OF  SPRING 

Spring,  the  best  season  of  the  year, 
Has  come  to  us  at  last, 

Bringing  with  it  joy  and  cheer — 

To  make  us  forget  the  dreary  past. 

Athletes,  scholars,  one  and  all, 

Revel  in  the  glorious  weather; 

Out  come  marble,  glove  and  ball 
And  off  for  field  and  heather. 

R.  W.,  ’27. 


He  Knew 

“Sir,  your  son  has  just  joined  a 
college  fraternity.  These  college 
fraternities — ” 

“Never  mind  about  breaking  it 
gently.  What  hospital  is  he  at?” 
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ATHLETICS 


WHAT  OUR  COACH  SAYS 


Baseball 

It  is  rather  early  to  make  any  pre- 
dictions relative  to  the  prospects  of 
the  coming  baseball  season.  But 
looking  over  the  results  from  last 
year  and  then  considering  that  we 
have  all  but  three  of  that  team  avail- 
able this  year,  we  can  hope  to  cheer 
for  one  of  the  best  teams  we  have 
had  in  years.  It  is  true  that  last 
year’s  team  was  composed  of  nearly 
all  freshmen,  and  consequently  they 
are  only  sophomores  this  year  but 
that  one  year’s  experience  should 
have  its  results. 

Twelve  games  have  already  been 
scheduled,  and  four  more  are  prac- 
tically closed.  Some  of  the  strong- 
est teams  in  this  part  of  the  state 
are  on  our  schedule,  such  as  Deer- 
field, M.  A.  C.  Freshmen,  Greenfield, 
and  consequently  the  school  will  have 
a chance  to  see  some  real  ball  games. 


INTERCLASS  BASKETBALL 

For  the  last  two  years,  basketball 
has  been  our  weak  sport.-  There  are 
several  circumstances  which  contrib- 
ute to  this  condition.  In  the  first 
place,  public  interest  in  the  game  of 
basketball  is  on  the  decline.  Very 


few  of  the  nearby  towns  were  rep- 
resented by  town  teams  or  profes- 
sional teams.  Not  only  is  this  a local 
condition,  but  the  same  holds  true  in 
a great  many  places.  Winter  sports 
are  fast  coming  into  their  own  and 
those  schools  that  do  not  have  suit- 
able places  in  which  to  play  basket- 
ball naturally  turn  their  attention 
towards  the  outdoor  activities. 

Turners  Falls  High  did  not  play 
any  outside  games  during  the  last 
season,  but  we  did  organize  and  play 
through  a successful  interclass  sched- 
ule. The  result  was  gratifying,  be- 
cause it  showed  that  the  best  of  our 
material  is  contained  in  the  two  low- 
er classes.  Another  feature  that 
cannot  be  overlooked  in  the  inter- 
class games  is  the  fact  that  more 
boys  are  actually  receiving  the  bene- 
fits of  the  training,  development  and 
exercise  than  if  the  school  was 
represented  by  a single  team.  If  we 
had  a much  needed  gymnasium  in 
connection  with  our  school,  both  the 
interclass  and  varsity  teams  could 
be  taken  care  of,  which  would  be  an 
ideal  condition. 

The  result  of  the  games  in  figures 
show  that  the  underclass  teams  were 
the  winners.  Also  the  individual 
scoring  is  headed  by  the  Freshmen 
and  Sophomores.  This  would  indi- 
cate that  the  school  will  be  repre- 
sented by  a fast  team  for  the  next 
season. 
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So  far  twelve  games  have  been 
booked  for  the  oncoming  baseball 
season.  Others  will  be  added  to  the 
schedule  later.  The  schedule: 

TEAM  PLACE 

April 

Fri.  18 — M.  A.  C.  2 yr.  Amherst 
Sat.  19 — M.  A.  C.  Freshmen  Amherst 
Wed.  30 — Sanderson  Ashfield 

May 

Sat.  3 — Brattleboro  Turners  Falls 
Fri.  9 — Amherst  H.  S.  Amherst 

Wed.  14— Athol  Athol 

Sat.  17 — Arms  Academy  Shelburne 
Sat.  24 — Brattleboro  Brattleboro 
Wed.  28 — Athol  Turners  Falls 

June 

Wed.  4 — Sanderson  Turners  Falls 

Sat.  7 — Arms  Academy  Turners  Falls 
Fri.  13 — Amherst  H.  S.  Turners  Falls 


In  the  interclass  basketball  games 
the  freshmen  won  every  game  they 
played.  The  average  is  as  follows: 


Games 

Won 

Lost 

P.  C. 

Freshmen 

10 

10 

0 

1000 

Sophomores 

11 

6 

5 

.545 

Seniors 

11 

5 

6 

.454 

Juniors 

10 

0 

10 

.000 

The  Persistent  Tenderfoot 

A young  city  chap  got  his  first  job 
on  a farm.  A few  days  after  begin- 
ning his  employment,  the  farmer  sent 
him  out  towards  night  to  drive  in  the 
stock  preparatory  to  doing  the 
chores. 

There  was  quite  a variety  of  stock, 
horses,  cows,  sheep,  etc.  At  last  he 
got  them  all  fastened  in  the  cow- 
yard.  But  he  had  been  so  long  about 
it  that  the  farmer  asked  the  reason. 

Then  the  perspiring  young  man 
said,  pointing  to  a jack-rabbit,  “That 
little,  frisky  fellow  made  more  trou- 
ble than  all  the  rest  put  together.” 


“Mother,”  said  the  small  boy,  sent 
to  dry  a towel  before  the  stove,  “is 
it  done  when  it’s  dark  brown?” 


The  Individual 

Scores 

Name 

Points 

Szweic 

89 

Shea 

74 

Martineau 

69 

Kingsnorth 

54 

Lonergan 

49 

Charron 

43 

Stotz 

43 

Thomas 

42 

Kelleher 

39 

Horrigan 

34 

H.  Koch 

33 

Cassidy 

30 

Lawrence 

25 

Gartell 

22 

Braun 

21 

Escott 

21 

Haigis 

19 

W.  Koch 

18 

Casey 

17 

Lapean 

16 

Reum 

12 

Strobble 

12 

D.  Kelleher 

8 

O’Keefe 

7 

Warasksa 

7 

Crean 

4 

Prohovich 

3 

Jillson 

2 

Rosewarne 

2 

Welcome 

2 

Little  Boy:  “Will  you  change  a 
ten-cent  piece  for  me,  mamma?” 

M. : “Yes,  how  do  you  want  it 
changed?” 

L.  B.:  “I  want  it  changed  into  a 
quarter.” 


“No,  suh,”  ejaculated  Private  Mad- 
ison, “no  suh : ah  could  have  went 
in  de  air  service,  but  I done  picked 
de  laborin’  battalion.  S’pose  Ah’d 
been  a pilot  an’  de  world  had  come 
to  an  end  while  Ah  was  up  in  de 
air  an’  let  me  starve  to  death!  No, 
suh!” 


“What  city  in  the  world  is  all  that 
it  is  cracked  up  to  be?” 
“Yokohama.” 


From  Senior  Grammar 

A collective  noun  is  the  name  giv- 
en to  a class  of  similar  objects;  e.  g. : 
The  Freshman  Class. 

“I  wandered  lonely  as  a cloud 
That  floats  on  high  o’er  wales 
and  hills.” 


Sophomore  Quoting  King  Arthur's 
Vows 

“And  worship  her  with  yards  of 
noble  deeds  until  they  won  her.” 


When  sewing  always  hold  the  cloth 
over  the  left  shoulder. 

Shakespeare  was  the  oldest  son  of 
seven  children. 

B.  T.  U.  means  British  Tribunal 
Union. 

They  compromised  that  three  white 
men  make  three  negroes. 

When  the  Puritans  came  to  Amer- 
ica they  got  lost. 

We  will  now  operate  on  this  in- 
equality. 

The  knight  wore  a hat  that  made 
his  cheeks  puff  out. 

Will  Wimble  talked  about  what  he 
did,  but  he  did  not  do  it  intention- 
ally. 

In  church  when  Sir  Roger  saw  that 
anyone  was  missing,  he  asked  him 
where  he  was. 

Sir  Roger  rode  into  court  on  his 
horse. 

When  the  Spectator  was  in  the 
crowd,  he  kept  silent  and  looked  as 
if  he  had  killed  somebody. 

What  nerve  he  had  collected  was 
shattered. 

Sir  Roger  hired  a taxi  to  go  to  the 
play. 


Precisely ! 

“Absolute  humanidity  is  the  Hor- 
atio between  the  relative  humanid- 
ity and  capacity.”  A Freshman. 
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In  History 

Massachusetts  included  Maine,  New 
Hampshire,  Vermont  and  Massachu- 
setts. 

Philadelphia  a state. 

Tennessee,  Mississippi  in  state  of 
Alabama. 

New  Hampshire  in  Arostook  Coun- 
ty, Maine. 

Civil  War  battle  in  California. 

Mexico  in  Illinois. 

Washington  in  battle  of  Gettys- 
burg. 

Blowing  up  of  Maine  during  first 
of  Revolutionary  War. 

California  starred  thirteen. 


To  make  a thermometer,  blow  a 
glass  and  twist. 


Cardinal  Newman  wrote  the  hymn, 
“Sleep  Lordly  Light.” 

Sophomore:  “Ivanhoe  was  a palm- 
ist.” 


Mr.  Lorden:  “What  was  the  last 
naval  victory  in  the  South?” 

H.  K. : “The  end  of  the  war  in  the 
West.” 


“What  is  the  matter?”  asked  Jean 
de  Witt,  passing  his  head  through  the 
window  of  the  carriage. 


Mistaken 

Owner  of  private  nond  (to  man 
who  is  trespassing)  : “Don’t  you  see 
that  notice:  ‘No  Fishing  Here’?” 
Angler  (with  an  injured  air)  : 
“Yes,  and  I dispute  it.  Why,  there’s 
good  fishing  here.  Look  in  this  bas- 
ket.” 


How  About  Ulysses? 

Professor:  “Who  was  Homer?” 
Student  Dumbbell:  “The  guy  Babe 
Ruth  made  famous.” 


Some  Acrobat 

Movie  Director:  “You  have  to  do 
a number  of  falls.  How  are  you  on 
falls?” 

Applicant:  “I  rank  next  to  Niag- 
ara.” 


A Native  Interpretation 

“Tell  me,”  requested  the  foreign 
sociologist,  “what  is  the  significance 
of  the  eagle  that  is  shown  on  Amer- 
ican money?” 

“It  is,”  responded  the  Son  of  Lib- 
erty, “an  emblem  of  its  swift  flight.” 


Forgetful 

Mistress:  “Did  you  have  company 
last  night,  Mary?” 

Mary:  “Only  my  Aunt  Maria, 

mum.” 

Mistress:  “When  you  see  her  again 
will  you  tell  her  she  left  her  tobacco 
pouch  on  the  piano?” 


Ole:  “Ay  ban  buy  this  ice  cream 
freezer  here.  You  feller  say  she  ban 
make  ice  cream.  Ay  can’t  get  one 
blame’  thing  from  her.” 

Salesman:  “Well,  did  you  put 

cream  and  flavoring  in  the  can,  and 
ice  and  salt  around  it?” 

Ole:  “No,  tanks.  All  Ay  do  ban 
turn  old  crank  like  the  dickens.  Ay 
ban  know  there  was  catch  in  it  some- 
where.” 


In  the  old  days  of  the  draft  an  ex- 
aminer was  putting  Sambo  through 
the  usual  course  of  questions.  “Any 
previous  military  experience?” 

“Lord,  yes,  boss,”  replied  Sambo. 
“I’se  an  old-timer.  I’se  been  shot  at 
three  times  befo’  they  ever  was  a 
war.” 


“Are  you  American?” 
“Yes.” 

“What  is  your  name?” 
“Peter  Haxpedxvoreguy.” 
“How  do  you  spell  it?” 
“As  pronounced.” 


Judge:  “You  say  you  were  alone 
when  you  committed  the  robbery?” 
Nitro  Bill:  “Yes,  yer  honor.  I al- 
ius does  me  little  jobs  alone.  When 
ye’ve  got  a pal,  it’s  10  ter  one  he 
turns  out  dishonest.” 


“Why  didn’t  you  help  the  defend- 
ant?” 

“From  the  looks  of  the  fight  I 
didn’t  know  who  was  going  to  be  the 
defendant.” 
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Captain  (in  civilian  clothes)  : 
“Come  on,  fellow,  open  the  gate.” 

Sentry  opens  the  gate : Captain 
passes. 

Captain : “Why  the  dickens  do  you 
let  civilians  through  here?” 

Sentry:  “I  knew  you  were  an  offi- 
cer!” 

Captain:  “How  the  dickens  did  you 
know  that?” 

Sentry:  “By  your  manners,  sir!” 


That’s  His  Business 

“Say,  pa,  what  makes  that  traffic 
officer  change  his  mind  so  often?” 
“What  do  you  mean?” 

“Why,  one  minute  he  says  ‘go’  and 
the  next  he  says  ‘stop’.” 


The  Harmless,  Necessary  Cat  Again 

Little  Jamie  ran  into  the  house 
where  his  mother  was  busy  in  the 
kitchen. 

“Oh,  mamma,”  he  cried,  “I’ve  kill- 
ed a mouse!” 

“Why,  you  brave  boy!”  exclaimed 
the  mother.  “What  did  you  do  it 
with?” 

“The  cat,”  was  Jamie’s  reply. 


Employer:  “Say,  tell  me  why  that 
little  fellow  carries  two  boxes  every 
time  and  you  only  carry  one?” 

Employee:  “He’s  so  lazy  he  thinks 
he  won’t  have  to  make  as  many  trips 
as  I do.” 


Teacher:  “Who  signed  the  Magna 
Charta?” 

Youngster:  “Please,  ma’am,  ’twas- 
n’t  me.” 

Teacher  (disgusted)  : “Oh,  take 

your  seat.” 

Skeptical  member  of  rural  school 
board:  “Here,  call  that  boy  back.  I 
don’t  like  his  manner.  I believe  he 
did  do  it.” 


Taking  Chances 

Mother:  “Johnny,  your  Uncle  Hen- 
rv  will  be  here  for  dinner,  and  you 
must  have  your  face  and  hands 
washed.” 

Small  Johnny:  “Yes,  mamma,  but 
s’posin’  somethin’  happens  and  he 
don’t  come,  what  then?” 


Works  Both  Ways 

Funny  man  (to  elevator  boy)  : 
“You  have  plenty  of  chances  to  rise 
in  this  job.” 

El.  Boy:  “Yes,  but  every  time  I do 
I get  called  down.” 


How  Careless 

Mother:  “Poor  Jimmy  is  so  unfor- 
tunate.” 

Caller:  “How  is  that?” 

Mother:  “During  the  track  meet 
he  broke  one  of  the  best  records  they 
had  at  college.” 


First  Sportsman : “It’s  getting  aw- 
fully late  and  we  haven’t  hit  a thing 
yet.” 

Second  Sportsman:  “Let’s  miss  two 
more  and  then  go  home.” 


Daddy  Joe:  “What’s  all  this  noise 
about,  you  young  rascal?” 

Little  Joe:  “Well,  mother  said  if 
I kept  on  crying,  a great  big  mouse 
with  big  green  eyes  would  come  and 
sit  on  the  end  of  my  bed.  I’ve  kept 
on  but  it  hasn’t  come  yet.” 


Mutual  “Helping” 

A city  couple  on  a drive  through 
the  country  in  the  autumn  pulled  up 
beside  a small  orchard  and  helped 
themselves  to  apples  in  large  quanti- 
ties. Their  consciences  bothering 
them  somewhat,  however,  they  stop- 
ped in  front  of  the  farmhouse  which 
adjoined  the  orchard  and  called  to 
the  farmer  who  was  on  the  front 
porch. 

“We  helped  ourselves  to  your  ap- 
ples,” said  the  woman.  “Just  thought 
we’d  tell  you.” 

“Oh,  that’s  all  right,”  said  the  far- 
mer. “I  helped  myself  to  your  tools 
when  you  were  in  the  orchard.” 

A Two  Man  Job 

“How  much  would  you  charge  me 
to  haul  that  pile  of  stones  away,  Ras- 
tus?” 

“ ’Bout  $5,  boss.” 

“Seems  to  me  $5  is  quite  a large 
sum  to  pay  for  a little  job  like  that.” 

“I  done  know  that  boss,  but  I’se 
done  got  to  hire  a man  to  help  me 
hitch  up  dat  mule  of  mine.” — Orange 
Judd  Farmer. 
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GRISWOLDVILLE 

% 

MANUFACTURING  COMPANY 

Manufacturers  of 

COTTON  GOODS 

Turners  Falls  Branch  Turners  Falls,  Mass. 


Montague  City  Rod  Company 

Manufacturers  of 

FISHING  RODS,  REELS, 

SNELLED  HOOKS,  LEADERS,  Etc. 

Montague  City,  Mass. 
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Films  Printed  and  Developed 
In  24  Hours 

FOURNIER  BROTHERS 

Agents  For 

APEX  French  Records 


THIS  ADVERTISEMENT  IS 
GOOD  FOR  $1.00  AS  DEPOSIT 
ON  YOUR  SPRING  SUIT 

VALLEY  CLOTH  MILLS 

37  Federal  Street, 
GREENFIELD 


JAMES  A.  GUNN,  Jr. 

House  of  Kuppenheimer 
Good  Clothes 


TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 


(CLASS  OF  1916) 

M.  E.  SULLIVAN,  D.  D.  S. 

DENTIST 

Burtt  Block,  Turners  Falls,  Mass. 


BUYERS 

For  the  Public.  That  is  our  job.  In- 
stead of  planning  to  sell  to  people 
we  try  to  buy  for  them.  There’s  a 
big  difference.  We  feel  that  we  are 
really  the  buying  agents  of  our  pub- 
lic. We  study  their  wants,  then  fill 
them  at  the  lowest  possible  cost.  Our 
people  know  they  can  expect  the  best 
of  quality  here  at  just  what  it  costs 
us  plus  a modest  charge  for  service. 

HERMAN  F.  SEILER 

62  Avenue  A, 

TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 


GEO.  STARBUCK 
& SONS,  Inc. 


Plumbing  and  Heating  a 
Specialty 


AVE.  A,  TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 


d.  McCarthy 


Compliments  of 

L.  PFERSICK 

THE  SHOE  STORE 


COAL  and  GRAIN 


Try  a bag  of 

Bridal  Veil  Flour 

IT  IS  THE  BEST 


PLEASE  PATRONIZE  THE  ADVERTISERS 
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1872—1923 

Crocker  Institution  for 
Savings 

Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

Incorporated  1869 

PORTER  FARWELL,  President. 
ALBERT  R.  SMITH,  Vice-President. 
CHARLES  R.  STOUGHTON,  Sec. 
NORMAN  P.  FARWELL,  Treasurer. 

Deposits  received  daily,  and  will  be 
put  on  interest  the  first  day  of  every 
month. 

Dividends  are  payable  January  1st 
and  July  1st. 

Assets  $3,700,000 

Banking  Hours,  9 A.  M.  to  3 P.  M. 
Saturdays,  9 A.  M.  to  12.30  P.  M. 


Compliments  of 

BOURDEAU 
ELECTRIC  CO. 

CONTRACTORS 


ASK  FOR  GODIN’S 
MILK  BREAD 

THE  LOAF  SUPREME 

THIS  IS  THE  HIGHEST 
GRADE  SOLD 
AT  YOUR  GROCERS 


WATCH  OUT  FOR 
THE  NEXT 
ISSUE  OF  NETOP 
ON  THE  WAY 


A.  H.  RIST 

Fire  Insurance,  Notary  Public 

56  Fourth  St.,  Turners  Falls 

L.  KOCH 

Milk,  Cream  and  Groceries 

L STREET 
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Compliments 

OF  THE 

GEM  MARKET 


0.  P.  DENNIS 

TONSORIAL  PARLORS 
POCKET  BILLIARDS 
CIGARS  and  TOBACCO 

157  Avenue  A 
TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 

Don't  throw  away  your 

USED  SAFETY  RAZOR  BLADES 
Send  them  to 

LOUIS  F.  LEGENDRE 

AVENUE  A,  TURNERS  FALLS 
Barber  Shop 


The  Correct  Number 

A man,  noticing  a large  crowd  of 
small  boys  blocking  the  entrance  to 
a baseball  park,  went  up  to  the 
ticket-collector,  and  asked  him  to 
count  the  boys  as  they  went  in.  So 
the  T.  C.  called  the  boys  to  go  in, 
one  at  a time,  ancr  as  they  did  he 
faithfully  kept  tally.  When  the  last 
one  had  entered,  he  announced  to 
the  interested  man  that  there  were 
fifty-eight. 

“Good!  That's  about  what  I 
thought,"  said  the  man  as  he  walked 
away. 


SAVINGS 

Safe  Deposit  Boxes 


DEPARTMENT 

Commercial  Accounts 


We  want  Your  business 


CROCKER  NATIONAL  BANK 

Turners  Falls,  Mass. 


THE  ADVERTISERS  HAVE  DONE  THEIR  DUTY 
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The  Handy  Store 

G.  J.  LONG 

Groceries  and  Provisions 
RIVERSIDE,  MASS. 

It  Pleases  Us 
When  You  Call  For 
A Demonstration 

PAIGE  and  JEWETT 

SHEA  BROS.’  GARAGE 

C.  A.  DAVIS 

HA1GIS  & BEAUMIER 

EXPRESS,  TRUCKING  and 

DEALER  IN  ICE 

PIANO  MOVING 

Turners  Falls,  Mass. 

DOLAN  BOOT  SHOP 

TURNERS  FALLS 

GARAGE 

“A  Good  Place  to  Buy  Good  Shoes” 

R.  E.  CHAMBERLIN,  Prop. 

Factory  Repairing 

• / 

CHANDLER  CLEVELAND 

at  lower  prices  than  you  pay  now. 

Tel.  69 

TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS. 

HOOD’S  PHARMACY 

FOR 

Murray’s  Chocolates 

Cor.  of  Avenue  A and  Fourth  Street 

BEFORE  BUYING  YOUR  SUNDAY  DINNER 
LOOK  OVER  OUR  SUPPLY 

MONTAGUE  MARKET 

GEO.  H.  HOYLE,  Prop. 

TELEPHONE  CONNECTION  MONTAGUE 


GIVE  THEM  A BOOST 
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GEORGE  H.  SMITH 

COAL  AND  WOOD 
Local  and  Long  Distance  Moving 
and  Trucking 

Office:  15  Bridge  St.,  Tel.  34-3 

House:  18  Grand  Ave.  Tel.  34-4 

MILLERS  FALLS 
“BY  TRUCK” 


Compliments  of 

MONTAGUE  LAUNDRY 

MONTAGUE,  MASS. 


L.  S.  FIELD 

General  Merchandise 

MONTAGUE 


JOHN  MACKIN 

COAL,  WOOD,  ICE 

LONG  DISTANCE  TRUCKING 
AND  MOVING 

MILLERS  FALLS 


h.  l.  McCullough  & co. 

Auto  and  Electrical  Supplies 


MILLERS  FALLS,  MASS. 


THE  BOSTON  STORE 

DRY  GOODS 

Avenue  A,  Turners  Falls,  Mass. 


Ice  and  Light  Trucking 
L.  C.  NEWTON 
Montague,  Mass. 

When  In  Montague 
Visit  The 

WELCOME  INN 

ICE  CREAM  PARLOR 

at  the 

Montague  Inn 


Diplomacy 

The  Young  Bride  (looking  into  the 
window  of  jewelry  store) : “George, 
I’d  love  to  have  that  bracelet.” 

The  Husband:  “I  can’t  afford  to 
buy  it  for  you,  dear.” 

The  Bride:  “But  if  you  could,  you 
would,  wouldn’t  you?” 

The  Husband:  “I’m  afraid  not.” 
The  Bride:  “Why?” 

The  Husband:  “It  isn’t  good 

enough,  dear.” 

The  Bride:  “Oh,  you  darling!” 


Compliments  of 

H.  J.  WARD 

MILLERS  FALLS 


Compliments 

of 

GOTTLIEB  KOCH,  Grocer 


PATRONIZE  THE  ADVERTISERS 
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GREENFIELD  ELECTRIC  LIGHT 
AND  POWER  COMPANY 

SERVICE 

TURNERS  FALLS,  MASSACHUSETTS 


MILLERS  FALLS 
TOOL  CO. 


MILLERS  FALLS,  MASS. 


Rapidity 

A negro  in  one  of  the  Southern 
states  was  arrested  for  speeding. 

“How  fast  were  you  going,  Ras- 
tus?”  asked  the  judge. 

“Tol’able  fast!”  opined  Rastus. 

“Thirty  miles?” 

“Yassah,  I wuz  going  more  dan 
dat.  Oh,  yassah,  I wuz  goin’  moh 
dan  40.  I wuz  goin’  70.  Oh,  yas,  I 
wuz  goin’  all  of  70,  jedge.” 

“What  kind  of  a car  have  you?” 

“A  Ford.” 

“Preposterous,”  said  the  judge; 
“you  couldn't  go  70  miles  in  a Ford. 
That's  impossible!” 

“Oh,  no,  sah,  tain’t  impossible 
atall.  I always  makes  ma  70.  Dis 
is  a special  kind  of  a Ford,  jedge.  It's 
got  a Ford  body  and  Pierce-Arrow 
glands.” — Argonaut. 


Compliments  of 
F.  I.  WEBSTER  CO. 
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JOHN  RUSSELL  CUTLERY  CO. 

GREEN  RIVER  WORKS 
TURNERS  FALLS,  MASS.,  U.  S.  A. 


THE  ADVERTISERS  HELPED  YOU 
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AN  APPRECIATION 

OF  THE 

MANY  COURTESIES 
SHOWN  US 


MR.  BROWN 

AND  HIS  STAFF 

OF 

PHOTOGRAPHERS 


